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134 THE CAMBRO-BRITON. 
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CAMBRIAN MELODY. 

Be ours the death our fathers found, 

In the field of glory falling, 
When the Saxon spearmen hemm'd them round, 

To all but them appalling : 

Rather than live a tyrant's slave 

And foreign feelings cherish, 
Let us to battle with the brave, 

And like our fathers perish. 

Base is the heart that tamely bears 

A foeman's vile abuse, 
Dead is that man to fame, who wears 

A steel he dare not use. 

Dark years of woe has Cambria seen, 

Tis fit they now were o'er ; 
The stains, that on her shield have been, 

We'll cleanse in Saxon gore. 

S. R. Jackson. 



ANOTHER. 
Why should the noble spirit droop 

Beneath the cloud of ill ? 
Why should the sons of freemen stoop, 
To do a tyrant's will ? 

Rather let death free us, 
Than our children see us, 
Slaves to him, whose iron hand 
Desolates our native land. 

Sons of the mighty ! rise, and tear 

The bloody bonds away ; 
The war-sword of your fathers bare, 
Well known in battle's day. 

Tis freedom's voice that calleth, 
He, who nobly falleth, 
With his bosom's blood shall seal 
For evermore his country's weal. 



S. R. Jackson. 



